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The Saviour

There was a mighty bird outside.
Her abode was in the dizzy heights
Of the towering peak of a mountain.
And a pilot of the blue heavens was she.

In the midst of her whirling flights
Round the dizzy heights of the mountain,
She heard that feeble cry of anguish,
Faint as it Was with unrelieved despair.

Renouncing the joys of the starry skies,
Like the arrow of a mighty hunter,
Swiftly she descended on the earth,
Drawn by her love for the little one.

Gently she sat upon that egg
With her snow-white wings unfurled,
Warding off the inclemencies of weather,
And giving the warmth of her love.

*              *              *         .

Release

Again and again, the little one
Appealed to his friend for freedom.
But the crosser of the skies outside
Knew well the risks of untimely release.

With eager voice, the little one cried,
'I aspire to see you face to faceF
<! am with you, my dear child,'
Whispered the voice of love outside.